434                     BOTHWELL                [ACT iv.

Stwnd Ci/tM/i.                                     Why, by this

Part hangs of it already in men's sight ;
I have word here from Dunbar of one that was
An officer of Hothwell's, and alive
Laird of Blackadder, whom they seized at sea
Flying from death to deathwurd, and brought back
To be nigh rent in pieces of their hands
Who haled him through the streets to hang, and left
Not half a man unbroken or unbruised
To feel the grip oj the gallows.

First Citiutn*                          They did well ;

Shall we do worse, that have within our hand
The heart and head of all this evil, her
By whom all guilt looks guiltless till she die
A whore's death or a murderer's, burn or drown,
And leave more free the common doom of man
To pass on lesser sins ?   While she doth live,
How should it speak for shame to bid men die
For what sia done soever, who might say
She lives and laughs yet in God's face and eye
And finds on earth no judgment as do these
Whose bloodiest hands are whiter than her soul ?
Let her die first,

Third CitiiMi*   Ay shall she, if God put
Upon those lips that never lacked it yet
His fire to bum men's hearts, and make that tongue
His sword that hath been ever.    Yesternight
Came Knox to Edinburgh, and here should speak
By this among us of the doom to fall
On us or her, that if it bruise her not *